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GREAT SCOTT! 


“ Mr. Thomas Morton Scott Jones, who appeared at Bow Street Police Court the other day, is a yay and festive specimen. In the most woebegone language, 
Thomas claimed our £150 Insurance money, in consequence of the sad death of his son, who, he said, was killed on the Dingwall and Skye Railway, with a copy 
of the ‘Har ’Un’ in his pocket. On the usual inquiries being made, the broken hearted father failed to come up to the scratch, so Poor Papa took train for 
Bridge of Allan in search of the grief stricken one. T. M. S. J’s horizon at the present moment is cloudy ; in fact, almost stormy.’ —Tootsie. 
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A SCENE 
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ABOUT two in the morning, on August 26th, 1877, villager 
of Vogelsberg, Weimer, was aroused from his sleep by a 
knocking at his cottage door, and, looking out of window, 
saw a little girl of ten years of age in her nightgown, bare- 
footed. She told him, through her tears, that her father’s 
house and oil mill were on fire, that her mother and elder 
| brother lay there murdered, and that her little brother, who 
was in his cradle, would, if not rescued, soon be burnt alive. 

The worthy man came down with all speed and alarmed 
the neighbours. The babe was rescued, unharmed, and the 
body of the other boy was found shot through*the head, 
and the mother’s with the skull smashed in, seemingly by 
her husband's gun-stock, which Iay by her side. The 
miller’s writing-desk had been forced, and a large sum of 
money, he was known to have had in his possession a few 
dave before, abstracted, The miller himself was missing, 
and so was @ millwright, who had been residing on the 
premises, 

For some days these two were supposed to be guilty, 
until the little girl was sufliciently recovered from her shock 
to tell her story. With aman of bad character, a poacher 
in the neighbourhood, called Diirre. the miller, who was 
passionately fond of field sports, had been known to asses 
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peeping through the window whilst the miller was counting his 
money. The littl girl went to bed about ten o'clock, and some 
timeafterwards heard her mother screaming, and the shot of a gun, 
Sne and her elder brother ran downstairs, to find the mother lying 
dead, and a man, standing in the moonlight at the door, raised his 
gunand shot the boy, who fell and lay groaning piteously on the 
Noor, Bertha ran back upstairs, and presently heard some crush- 
ing blows, after which the boy's cries ceased, 

Very shortly afterwards, Diirre, the poacher, came into her room. 
She asked him what he wanted. He mumbled something and left 
her. Then she looked out of the window and saw Diirre set fire to 
the barn, and she heard the crackling of flames in the room 
beneath, She brought down some biankets that she might walk 
on dae across the buruiug tloor, and, watching her oppurtunity, 
escaped, 

The poacher and his son were taken into custody, and some 
money, belonging to the miller, was found in their possession, The 
elder hanged himself in jail, and the younger confessed, Both 
father and son had been previously tried for robbery and murder, 
but had escaped for want of evidence, The confession was to the 
effect that the miller and millwright, enticed by the poachers to 
shoot deer in an outlying wood, were shot down and their bodies 
buried in a field, where some men ploughing came upon the 
remains, The other murders and arson, he also stated, were com- 
mitted by his father, with the miller’s gun, that he had appropri- 
ated. But the authorities were of opinion that he was equally 
guilty with his father, and he was beheaded on the Hth June, 
1878, at Weimer, All trace of the mill and milldam were subse- 
quently effaced by the authorities. 

* * * * . * 

“Look at that, now!” gasped the Blue Eyed Bloodless Boy. 
“With achambero’ ‘orrors, bits of skillingtings, an’ things all ready 
to your hand i 

“Thrupence a ‘ed admission, babies in arms ‘alf price,” groaned 
Bloodstained Billiam. ° Tt were eruel 1” 

(Newt week, The Fire.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned) 
should inclose a sta oy enrclope large cnough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


We're ry sorry, ATHOL, #f we caused you any pain; You know 
we never willfully offend, You can get the number, TONY, which 
contains the little pome, If three halfpence to “The Sloperies 
yowll send: Yes, TAM, our * CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” will knock 
ercation dumb, OF that we have but very little doubt. Your query 
is sochildish, JACK, we feel inclined toask If your mother is aware 
that you are out. We're very sorry, ARCHIE, but we can't aceept 

aur sketch, Its not at all the sort of thing we need, We're much 
obliged to LAURA for her charming little note, and sorry that we 
can't insert the screed. Oh, dowt be silly, RovTERDAM, a wig 
would never suit The Eminent’s expressive type of face, Its an 
ereellent erample of the proverb, ROBERT READ, That it's not the 
swift who always winthe race, If yow re never seen the Relics, ED, 
wis fe got atreat instore, At present they are looking quite their 

est. We're sorry, ROBERT GILDERS, but ice cannot spare the space 
To put the verses inas you suggest, Ah, VLATWICK, it's but natural 
when Tootsie qets the chaner that she should go ujon a jamboree, 
It reallyisa hardship, that she should be condemned Lo live with 
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expiring at 8 v'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
= 

WISTER has come at Iast, and now the breezes are blowing hard. 
But what hurts SLOPER most is what MeGooseley has just toid 
him. “See,” said the Eminent, “how chilly the morning air is. 
The dry, dead leaves are falling from the tops of the poplars, That 
shows it's Winter.” But the answer was, “It only shows that the 
wind is blowing upwards like, and has carried your breath with it. 
If there ain't enough hot whisky gas in that to wither all the oak- 
trees that ever grew in Richmond Park you can stand ine another 
and pay half ot it yourself.” a 

* 


Two young fellows were walking up the Strand the other day, 
when one said, “By-the-by, what time do you lunch?” “Oh! 
about one o'clock.” “ Then, we'd better go in now and give our 
orders, for it’s nearly twelve,” and they entered the restaurant kept 
by But, no! On second thoughts, we are too busy to attend 
to libel actions just now; but if you kuow the Strand feeding 
places, you know where we mean, 

zs * 


*. 
Miss ToTTIE MONTMORENCY 
Was a girl who took my fancy, 
I positively thought her most divine ; 
Near the stage door oft | tarried, 
Till 1 found that she was married, 
And furthermore the mother was of nine. 
*. ¢ 


* 

“TM going to the lodge this evening, my dear,” said Mr. Lush- 

inzton; “it's the anniversary of the institution of Druidism, and 

will be a very grand ceremony.” “All right, dear,” replied his 

wife, who knows all about it. & Then Ul make up your bed in the 

hall, leave the front door unfastened, and get in some seidlitz 
powders for the morning.” mie 
* 


“WHAT would you say if one of these bridges gave way and you 
were killed on the spot? remarked Young Shallow in the Brighton 
Express, “From my knowledge of physiology.” said the Professor, 
“Tam disposed to believe that, in those circumstances, | should 
no. say anything.” ele 

= 

A GERMAN Physiologist warns his readers that black eyed women 
are hot tempered ; bluecved girls are deceitful; brown eyed maids 
lazy ; and grey eyed damvels self-willed. This does not give the 
enterprising bachelor much chance. What price Albinos? 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 392.—Tho “ Anti-Temperance ™ Costume. 


“T hear you've lost your wife, Mr. 
MeGinty, but she’s in a better place.” 
“Well, [ wish she'd stopped there, She 
ruined away wid another chap, wud now 
slie’s come back ag‘iu.” 


Brown, Well, how did your play go off last night, old man ? 


Jones (with a laugh). With a rush, my boy. 
after the first act. 


“Ours was a love match, you know. 
Mr. Tittlebrat ran away with me.’ 
“ Really, I should have thought that you 
had run away with Mr. Tittlebrat.” ' 


| 


“Oh, call me your darling 
again!” 


The audience wouldn't listen to it 


PLUCKED. 


aS 


| of the Serag 


| of tlood coming over the land?” 


| London Asylum. 


(Saturday, October 31, 1891, 


Hap she got big feet? Why, when she did the second lead in 
Aladdin, she couldn't get down the star trap because they weut 
clean across it,and the coves underneath thought the roof had 
fallen in, and a couple of beams were lying across and kept out tie 
gaslight. * 


THEY say the Sultan of Turkey has a wife too much already. The 

other day a food young man was trying to listen outside the wails 

io, and sudden-like he heard a sound that would knock 

Niagara into fits and nothing to s . “Surely there ain't no sort 

esaid. “No,” was the answer; 

“they're only washing 345 wives’ tucker edgings with a 7,550 horse 
power washing machine.” Something like business that. 

ss 


s 
On! ill is the wind that blows nobody good, 
And truly the proverb's correct, 
Though really the good in the weather of late 
It's difficult quite to detect. 


But lest ‘gainst the clerk of the weather, poor chap! 
Better thoughts in your bosoms should rankle, 
Pray let me remind you it’s only the mud 
That gains you a glimpse of an ankle. 
. - 2% 


= 

SLOPER says gruel is a lawful sort of meal if you cook it the right 
way. “Yes,” said Mac; “it's only when you can get tt to boil 
(because you have cot no coals) with a couple of score of brown 
pers county-courters and a pile of leaving-shoppers, and have to 
vorrow the copper's staff (none of your copper sticks) to stir it up 
with to prevent it burning. There's plenty of law about that.” 

es 


* 
ASKED a Thespian of a customer with a short overcoat, who had 
just entered the * Mona” bar, “ Whet sort of coat do you zall that?” 
“Why, that’s a Covert cont,” was the reply. “That be hanged : ’ 


said the first speaker ; “ why, it doesn’t half cover it.” 
sf 


s 
Overheard at Rehearsal at the “ Friv.” 
hoe Manager. Oh, Blankety Blank!!! Mr. Jones, you are a 
st. 

Erring Actor (with low bow). Mr. Robinson, you are—every- 
thing that commences with B. , [Quick Curtain, 

* 

“I'VE just been to hear Jawson lecture,” remarked Brown. “Can 
he talk?” inquired Robinson, ‘To all eternity!” replied Browu ; 
* but he has nothing to say.” « « 

* . 

“THERE'SH a lot of nonsensh talked about—er—er—having a 
little dropsh too much now and then,” said ALLY SLOPER. “ Why, 
even the moon getsh full onesh a month!” 

s* 
* 
A bonny Scotch lassie of Leith 
Indulged in a set of false teeth, 
When they said, “ Do they fit?” 
She replied, “ Not a bit; A 
They worry me almost to deith !” 
-* 
& 

THAT man must have been a bit bad in the morning who, when 
he got up, insisted on sitting down onan oblong bit of Windsor soap 
because he took it for an egg and that he was a bird of paradise. 
He wanted to hatch something nice for the new aviary of the 
Still, he was not much worse than the other 
cove who held his missus by the scruff of the neck and dit 


| four inches off her steel stay busk because he took her fora leg of 
pork—and he’s always dead on crackling. 


sf 


* 
“THAT'S rather a small glass, isn’t it?” asked 2 customer at the 


| “Mona Hotel.” “It’s only the shape of it, sir,” replied the bar- 


maid ; “it holds quite as much as a larger glass.” 
Ld 


THE very latest scientific invention is made for those bad girls 
who deserve half the day to be well slapped and the other half to 
be spent in looking at the lust new bonnet stuck on the cross 
of St. Paul's, where they can’t get at it. It is a miniature bellows, 
fixed in a necklace, and is pressed by the chin, The great advan- 


| tage of this is that it blows all the powder off the other girl's cheek 


who is sitting in the row of stalls in front of her. 
* 


AE 

“Wa!” saidahappy Brightonian, “ Miss Ju D’Espree, how do you 
do? Just come down from London?) How long did it take you?” 
“* About an hour and fifteen minutes,” replied Miss Ju D'Espree. 
“Indeed! Why, my friend Brown was over two hours yester- 
day from Victoria.” “ Ah, possibly he travelled third class,” said 
Miss Ju D'Espree ; “I came on Sunday by Pullman.” 

. ed 


* 
A STUPID young fellow named Payne, 
Walked foolishly under a crane, 
But a ponderous weight 
Dropped on to his pate, 
And hell never do it again, 


“WHAT business does young Slip 
“Oh,” said Brown, “he has followe 


managed to catch up with one yet.” 
** * 


r follow?" asked Smith. 
several, but he has never 


* 

“WHAT's the meaning of all these tales about Captain Kidd's 
buried treasure, eh. father?” inquired Alexandry. “t's all iXidd, 
Alexandry, all Kidd,” answered the Old Man, 

*-* 
s 

“THERE is no doubt that many an unfortunate fellow mortal has 
turned his previously straight path into a crooked one, from his 
desire to make both ends meet."—Sleper's Aphorisms. 

ss 
= 

THE Eminent was very tired when, at about 2 A.m., the McGonse- 
ley suggested drinks in Fleet Street. “I don't believe in legends,’ 
snid ALLY, as they waltzed into an early coffee bar. “ Oh, youdon't!” 
said McGooscley ; “then this ain't the place for you, old ‘un,’ 18 
his bleared eve caught sight of the legend, “Temperance pledges 
taken at the bar.” And then they adjourned to the “Blue Lig” 
and took something else. *\* 


SAID the lover to the maiden, 

“T should like to know, Miss May, 
If T really dared to kiss you, 

Just exactly what you'd say? 


“ Would you forthwith scream for ‘father’ 
To conduct me to the door?” 
“Nonsense!” cried the maiden, gaily, 
“I should simply say, ‘encore.’ ” 
* 
* 

THAT was a thoughtful retired bung who suggested tothe “ Blue 
Pig-ite ” that he should keep a cow in the backyard, and give it its 
half a gallon of rum every evening, so that he should be saved the 
trouble next morning of serving the early market folk, and having 
to mix the drink. * 


“Wipe your feet,” said Mrs. Penhecker ; “mind the wall paper: 
don't put your hat down there, please, Not that seat. I never 
allow that chair to be sat on; and will you please throw your cigar 
out of the window, I don’t allow smoking in my house. Now, what 
do you want?” “Is Mr. Penhecker in?” asked the courteous 
stranger. “No, he ain't; and he ain’t likely to be for some time 
yet. He never comes home until late in the evening.” “Weil, 
madam,” said the stranger, “everything considered, | really don't 
think the poor man is to blame.” (Musiel!! 


Saturday, October 31, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AND DECIMA. 


IN at least three of the novels of the porees Paul de Kock— 
Gusture le Mauvais Sujet, La 


itiere de Montfermeil and La 
Mariée de Funtenoy-aus- 
Roses—ia the incident dra- 
matized by Boucheron util- 
ized in different ways. 

“Mon Dieu!” cries the 
heroine of the last named 
work, “si Fouillaupot 
sarait 

“Qu'est-ce que cest que 
Fetitlaspet? tire 
amoureus 2?” 

“Cest plus que mon 
amoureur, c'est mon futur.” 

Says an important theatri- 
cal organ, speaking of the 
piece which F, C, Burnand 
has had the Bowdlerde- 
orderizing of for the Cri- 
terion, “The vital point of 
M. Maxime Boucheron’s 
otherwise flimsy story, is an 
incident which can be des- 
eribed neither in an English 
newspaper nor upon the En- 
vlish stage.” It cannot, 
however, be denied that al- 
\ though the “ Rabelaisian 
jest” is, as it were, Bur- 
nanded, the greater part of 
the audience know pretty 
well where it might or 
might not have come in, 
and all goes well, Miss 
Decima and her “ poor pa,” 
the Rev. Jeremie Jackson, roving around the browside in 
search of the mal a@ propos young man, are as funny as funny 
can be. Voltaire very truly, in his day, spoke of merrie England 
ns a place where there were scores ou scores of religions, and 
only one sauce—the sad and solemn “ Bill Sticker,” so well known 
to the wretched frequenter of the Anglican Slap Bang. David 
James is a “Hard shell Baptist,” and splittingly funny in song 
and dance and offside business; and they must be very hard 
shelled, not to say addlepated Britons who cannot laugh at his 
droll anties. Why not, indeed? Did not they laugh awhile ago at 
the Private Sceretary? and, much longer ago, again, at the 
ghastly curates in Currer Bell's “ Shirley" is little book of 
cheap, pious poetry is splittingly funny, and grows funnier as 
the run of the piece increases. There is a capital cast—not one 
concerned acting 
badly. Miss Victor 
with her bull fighter 
dance achieved a_big 
success, Charles Con- 
yers as the artist is 
vasy and vivacious, and 
sings admirably, Mr. 
Welton Dale is funny 
as Marmaduke, and 
Olcott is all there as 
the Chevalier, and 
Templar Saxe is good. 
Josephine Findlay has 
achance of which she 
avails herself, and 
Lucy Buckstone is 
very nice. As the 
waiter, Jules H. Gor- 
don is neat. But the 
hit of the piece is 
due to Mile. Nesville, 
the daintiest darling 
with the cast-downest 
of eyes. T sometimes 
thought of myself and 
what I had to put up 
with with Poor Pa, 
Her French accent is 
delightful, and her 
style exactly suited to 
the character. She 
has, there can be no 
doubt, made a_ big 
success,and should be eagerly snapped up by other managers, if 
not engaged here for a long term by the astute Charles Wyndham. 

The piece is called, on my playb:ll, an operatic comedy, which, I 
suppose, answers to the word raudeville you come across in French 
play-books, Sume of the lyrics, anyhow, are very charming, and 
ure from the pen of Percy Reeves, a delightfully fanciful writer. 
‘\lfred Maltby has done some very good designs for the dresses ; 
Ryan some pretty scenery and a capital new act drop. 

No one, | think, could well have been found to so thoroughly 
realize the Rev. Jeremie as David James, and his fun is of the 
very best. Altogether, too, I fancy the much advertised suppres- 
sion of the impropriety of the original has done a good deal 
towards securing a success for the good and pure English family 
version of Miss Helyett ; and if you don't happen to take your sisters, 
cousius and aunts, but only 
buy their seats and stopaway 
yourself, you will help them 
to a good chuckle. 

After all, it seems a little 
funny that, when it is 
allowed by the ekg 
authorities that F 


Decima Jackson: 
MDLLE, NESVILLE, 


Mamadtnuke Jessop: 
WELTON DALE. 


Dr. Jeremie Jackson: 
DAVID JAMES, 


Peter Paul Rolleston: 
CHARLES CONYERS. 


frank Bur- 
nand has made everything 
quite right and proper, they 
should work hard to show 
—or, rather, insinuate—that 
there is something some- 
where in the piece that 
could not be more than 
hinted at. As they once sang 
in a burlesque, many years 
ago—before | was so high : 
“Shout boys, shout; but 
in a whisper!’ 

We English people do 
shout some of our whispers, 
and blush at the top of our 
voices; don’t we, dears, 
don't you think? 

Poor Pa says that there 
are a good many Rev, Stig- 
vinses ramping around, and, 
really, considering the very 
mixed company Poor Pa 
keeps, he should be a good 
judge. By the way, now 
the various publishers are 
bringing out cheap editions 
of all the standard writers, 
many of the present genera- 
tion will be able to make the acquaintance of Dickens’ mar- 
vellously true to nature characters, including the before mentioned 
pastor, Stiggins, and oid friends renew old friendships. How are 
the works produced at the price? But, dears, make the most of 
your opporiunities before all the publishers are bankrupt. 


Tatrick O Flanagan: Senorita Inez: 
CHAUNCEY OLCOTT, JOSEPHINE FINDLAY, 
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ALAS! 
Sue is waiting iv the ballroom— 
Waiting for her absent * beau,” 
And the pain that fills her bosom 
May you never, never know, 


Truly lovely looks the maiden 
In her handsome evening dress ; 
Truly heartfelt is her anguish, 
Genuine is her distress. 

Crowds of eager youths besiege her, 
levging, praying for a dance ; 
But she hardly deigns to give them, 
Luckless souls! a single glance. 


Hapless maiden, shall we tell you 
All your watching is in vain? 
No, ‘twould be a cruel kindness. 
And we dread to give you pain. 
Watch, then, maiden, for the coming 
Of your king, your hope, your light ; 
Ilow are you to know, ah, maiden ! 
That he will not come to-night? 


For, alas ! a week ago, he 
Put his dress suit up the spout, 
And the shop had shut up early 
When he went to get it out, 


—_——___—_>—__—__ 


THE HISTORY OF ENGL/ "DD. 
By A. SLoPER, Esq., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged,and generally rocked about.) 
CHAPTER XVIII. 
RicuarD III, M83 to 1485, 


RICHARD III. is known to us by the name of Crookback. 

Like most people who are somewhat round shouldered, from the 
effects of seediness from over refreshment, he dida't always act on 
the square. 

Still, that is what is told about him in history, and history is not 
always truthful. 

History said 
Princes tn the 
of fashionable character in those days, he went east of Temple 
Bar, and was too well known at the * Blue Pig” and the immediate 
neighbourhood to have committed any serious crime, 

Sloper was the constant companion of Richard Crookback. 
Richard Crookback didu’t say of him, like he said of Buckingham, 
“Off with his head—so much for Sloper,” because, at most times, 
Sloper was bally well off his head already, from constant booze. 

Richard III. had a great knack of murdering his subjects. It 
was the way with kings then. 

Things are changed now in these civilized days. 

The kings do not murder us, but faithful subjects dynamite them 
like they did the Emperor of Russia, and shoot them like they did 
President Garfield and President Lincoln, or throw bombshells 
pa al carriages, like they did with the late Emperor of the 

french, 

This shows how much we are advanced, and how much we have 
to be thankful for to those pious journals which have developed 
people's intelligence by running down Sloper. 

We are very much improved. The country owes a great deal to 
Richard Crookback. 

How would the actors get on at the penny gaffs if it was not for 
him. With a pair of half boots and stockings with 2 few holes 
in them, couple of yards of red baize, and a tin crown, you can 
jerk up Richard pretty easily to admiring audiences. 

Richard IIl.'s great opponent was Henry Tudor, Earl of 
Richmond, 

He knew that the English people were tired of Richard III., and 
that no one was certain that his head was on his shoulders. 

In fact, the whole of the inhabitants of the country had an 
epidemic of deafness, owing to their punching their heads every 
morning—after their hands were steady enough, after their first 
drinks—to see if those heads were really on their shoulders. 

Henry Tudor, afterwards Henry V11., defeated Richard III, at the 
battle of Bosworth's Field. 

Richard III. had some bad dreams the night before, and saw 
a ghost or two—it doesn’t matter perveay how many. 


that Richard Scrope Sloper helped to murder the 


Gorope Sloper, his faithful courtier, also ad dreams the night 
before Bosworth, and the next morning thought he sawa pink cat, 


with yellow feet, walking up the bed curtains ; but with Sloper, 
this was booze, not conscience. 

When Richard III. woke up, he called out, “A horse! a horse! 
my kingdom for a horse!” 

It has been held that this wasa sign of weak intellect—or, rather, 
the faithful Sloper having informed him that he had seen the before 
mentioned pink cat, with yellow feet ; that, being far away from 
the cats’-meat district, Richard insisted upon having a horse boiled 
instantly, and a certain amount of nourishment, at the end of the 
skewer of commerce, being prepared for the Sloper feline. 

Richard III. was killed at Bosworth. 


——— 


GIRLS—GOOD AND GOOD FOR NOTHING. 
No. 3.—THE GIRL WHO IS ALWAYS NEAT. (GOOD.) 


THERE'S nothing I dislike much more, 
And nothing I'd discourage less, 
On this or any other shore, 
Than negligence in woman's dress, 
And so it is with joy and pride 
1 claim a portion of this sheet 
To praise the girl who's always tried 
To keep herself and costume neat, 


The cynic probably asserts 
(The cynic is a bit too fly) 
That girls who're neat are mostly flirts, 
and smarten up to catch the eye. 
(It’s well the cynic isn’t here ; 
These fellows do more harm than good. 
I'd take and pull his beastly ear, 
The nasty horrid cad, I would !) 


What sweeter sight, in all the world, 
Than “eighteen Summers” neatly dressed ?— 
Her auburn ringlets neatly curl’d?— 
Her waist to perfect pee pressed ?— 
Her feet and ankles held with ease 
In boots you'd say were much too tight? 
* s s » 
I've just been meditating, please, 
And think, perhaps, the cynic’s right ! 
Don JUAN, JUNIOR, 
——— 


A COMPREHENSIVE TECHNIQUE. 

Heaviside. \ say, Miss Mummery, d’you know what strikes me 
as the oddest thing about you stage folks? 

Margery Mummery. Cau’t say. Should think lots of things 
strike you. 

Heaviside. Ah. really now, that’s very kind, But now, T'll tell 
you—to my mind the oddest thing about you stage people, is, that 
you've a name for everything, You call your grease paint and 
stuff, your “fake.” You talk about your “ make up,” your “ props,” 
nnd you call applause, “ biscuit,” and good lines, “fat.” Now | 
daresay you'd have a name of your own even for, say, this eyeglass 
of mine—— 

Margery Mummery. Oh, yes! 
0. P, side—in flat, 


we should call that a window. 


Tower, but this is not likely, for like most courtiers | 


ARM os aR IRIE tied 
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THE SCAMP OF THE REGIMENT. 


“A LADY wishes to see you, colonel,” says the orderly, standing 
at the door of the colouel’s quarters in the barracks at Cairo, where 
the Purple Plungers 
are lying —awnitine 
orders to advance tu 
the front, 

“Admit her.” And, 
in a few moments, a 
woman, closely 
cloaked and veiled, 
stinds inthe presence 
of the martinet chief 
of the Plungers, 
“What can | do for 
you?” he asks, some- 
what surprised at a 
visit froman English- 
woman here under 
the shadow of the 
minarets of the old 
Arabian city beside 
the Nile. 

Without removing 
her veil, the mysteri- 
ous visitor says, 
“George Morecambe, 
a trooper in your regi- 
ment——"’ 

“Lies under arrest 
for insubordination,” 
the colonel interrupts 
her, abruptly. “He 
will be tried by court- 
martial, and, as his 
offence has been committed in time of war, he will be certainly 
sentenced tu be—tlogged.” 

The woman shudders. Then she says, “ You will save him from 
that pain and degradation?” 

“L would not if | could,” replies the colonel, with asperity ; “he 
is n scapegrace, always up to some devilment or other.” 

“No doubt,” the woman acquiesces, “he probably inherits his 
predisposition to devilment—from his father.” 

The colonel rises with an impatient gesture, meant to signify that 
the interview must end. 

But the woman throws herself on her knees at his feet, and, amid 
her sobs, entreats him, “ You will spare him?” 

“Impossible!” he replies. 

And then she cries, passionately, “leis my son!” 

“1 cannot help you,” says the colonel, coldly and sternly. 
must and shall be flogged, if he were my own!” 

“ He is your own!” cries the woman, flinging back her veil and 
revealing features which the colonel remembers, 

He recognizes her, not as she is, the wife of a British merchant 

: settled at Cairo, 
but as she was 
twenty - five years 
ago, a girl of 
eighteen summers, 
listening too atten- 
2 tively to the ape- 
? cious, fervent, love- 
making of the subal- 


“You will spare him 7" 


“He 


tern who ‘dangled 
daily at her side, 
who dazzled her 


with his good looks, 
his dashing style, his 
ready lying tongue, 
and whom shelov 
—not wisely. 

“ Does the person 
~ you have mentioned 


know anything of 
what you have 
stuted?” he asks, 


his nonchalance for 
the moment ruffled ; 
and she answers 
- not a word, while 
, the colonel men- 

; tally retlects what 
«a pity it is he 
cannot order 
offender in question 
to shot instead 
of flogged. 

The woman leaves the colonel’s quarters, still weeping. The old 
tie, to her so tender, she finds with him is a tale that is told—a 
book closed.almost forgotten. As for the unhappy youth, over whose 
life she hag, if, at a distance, at least, kept 1 watch, the colonel's 
heart, which knows no pity nor remorse, is more hardened thau 
softened by her disclosure towards him. 

George Morecambe takes his twenty-five lashes on the morrow,” 
mocking laugh on his lips all the while. He has only got what he 
deserved ; but did the colonel get all he merited ? 


Fervent lovemaking. 


* * * * * * 

Abu Klea! Our zareba attacked, surrounded by enormous odds ; 
our square, at one point, for some anxious minutes, broken—a storm 
of shot, the thunder of cannon, the lightning of Gatling, Nordenfelt 
and Martini-Henry. the rain of bullets, Over all the din of battle, 
the shouts of the Soudanese, the cheer of the British, rings the 
command of the colonel of the Plungers, * Forward! Gallop! ! 
Charge!!!" 

If heisa bad man, 
the colonel isa good 
officer, A better 
soldier never 
answered to “ Boot 
and Saddle,” ordrew 
asword. Right and 
left the Mahdi's 
men are scattered 
before the Plungers, 
as they follow their 
leader. But—the for- 
tune of war,—sud- 
denly the arm wield- 
ing that terrible 
sabre falls, and the 
colonel lies, 
wounded and un- 
horsed, with half a 
dozen spears 
flourished above 


Gj} 


him. 
And then bebicl 2 
Morecambe, the 
scamp of the regi- 
ment, dashes upand 
clears a circle with 
his sabre. Dis- 
mounting, he is 
about to lift the 
colonel to his horse, 
when one Soudani, 
bent on revenging his comrades. lunges his spear straight through 

‘Trooper Morecambe's body, And the scamp of the regiment falls 

across the man who had ordered him to be flogged, the father who 

had disowned him, and to save whom he dies. . 


Clears a civcle with Lis sabre. 


ase nth VAM Raho ~ 
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} : A STOCK COMPANY: : “My part for our new plag 's =plen li, 
) ec ¢ ; ' GOOD ADVICE Sniggins vs put up for Hamlet—not hacing black tights, he blacks his bare legs. dear: four graceful positions ani ous 
‘) Should Parsons emoke? Certaiuly, If they 7 : Manayer, This is @ great success; we shall play it again in about six rippling Jaugh. Tam almost perfect 

Assume au ordiuary attire wud a non-profes- If you wih to say sweet things toa lad — ; telepLone, do days’ time. in it already."— Extract from Letter of 

} { sivusl uir-—sometling like the above.” ' not eat garlic. Sniggins, Oh, thanks! then T shall have no occasion to wash myself. | Young Lady, 

iy Aa ee ee = ——— = 

HT 9% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—EDWARD SOLOMON, Esq. 
of her Jroends whose portraus have not yet been inserted, | 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


(1). When the week was yomg. A.SLOPER might have been observed travelling pany asachorister ; but one of the General's Eight Fair Daughters conceiving ter me 
Nor’-westward ina bus, Noone would have thought to observe the quiet unobtrusive | @ passion, poor girl! I felt it my duty to throw up my engagement. I waut you 4“ 
gentleman, that on this occasion he had a mussion, and that missiou was to call at | compose my Christmas piece. 1 propose, with your permission, to call it the “* Friv’ 
Thanet Lodge, Regent's Park, tojuduce Mr. Edward Solomon tu write the Eminent’s Gavotte.” “Splendid title, Mr. SLOPER. How would something like this do?” And 
musical piece for the “CURISTWAS HOLIDAYS.’ As the vehicle journeyed on, Mr. Solomon dashed off a ravishing melody.—(3). The Wreck tried to look as if hie 
No, 206.—Mrss FRANCES GRAVES seductive melodies from the gifted composer's successful opera, The Nautch Girl, | understood it, for, in music, he and the bull's foot are as one. “ Lovely! beautiful! 

NY» -— MISS FRANCES GRAVES, began to circulate in A. SLOPER'S brain. Naturally be hummed them, and would But let us try it."——(4). And, altogether, they trod. a stately measure.— (5). At the 
“She is good as she is fair.” —The Dook Snook. have continue to do so unto hl journey’s end, had not an old gentleman on his riht “ Friv.’ that night, A.SLOPER told Lardi und Tottie what a terpsichorean treat he liad 
” None . ” PES ; observed that it was too bad of the company not to grease their wheels.—— (2), The in store for the public at Christmas. “Oh, do, do. do let us dance it in the panto. !' 

None—none on earth above her, Lord tub. chamber in which Mr. Edward Boia teecived A. SLOVER, was Just what acom- | cried the dear git: nestling up to the Old Man, who, gazed benignly down on them, 

“As pure inthought as angels are; To know her is to love her. * | poser’s study should be. “Tcan't help thinking, Mr. SLOPER, that I hive seen you | and after gently murmuring that the group must remind the onlookers of Canover's 
The Hon, Billy. {onthe stage.” “ You have, Mr. Solomon. Iu a boyish freak I joined your /’olly com- Three Graces, sank with a little sigh on to their sympathetic shoulders, 


THE ELDER ON THE ROAD TO SULPHUROPOLIS. 


oe 
(1). As the Elder was about to commit suicide, McBung sailed in, saying,“ What! qaein’ tae Sulphuropolis without paying for (2), “Man Bung, ye look cheerful,” facetiously ‘remarked McPoultice. “Hes the Elder been payin’ 
yer whisky, ye brute?” bis account ¥” 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Winter has already set in with its foggy»mornings, frosty nights, and its miserable days. Ifthe | doubt :-—Succcssful! ay, in ev'ry way; The grandest Show for many a day :—In loving mem'ry, 
Theosophicians are of any account, they would precipitate a very mild winter into our midst; | year by year, A Lion's Sermons preached, I hear :—The two great men together mect, And, 
hut not they, letters are more their mark, Ask Mrs. Besant. On we go:—OQ'er the cliff, | courteously, cach other greet :—To Battersea you all should go, And sce the Chrysanthemum 
this frightful fall, Would e'en the stoutest heart appal :—The baboon grinned, the woman yelled ; | Show, Everyone must be sorry at the closing of the Naval Exhibition, which had endeared itself to 

‘ud’ sturdily the brute repelled :—Intimidation, vut and out ; But Haile deserved it, without | us more than any of its predecessors,—THE SLOVERLAN SHOWMAN, 


THE QUEEN OF THE AIR. 


Jack. I say, Tom, you looks pale, Seen a yhost ? 


Tom. No; had a bit of a wash yesterday. Do make a differ- 
ence, don't it ? 


“MULTUM IN PARVO” 
“What! not like thedawg? Why,’e’s a beantiful dawg, ‘ is 
‘E'd take a prize at any show, ‘e would, for any hind o dawe. 
‘Art-a-cruwn and ‘e's yourn!" 


First Voice from below. By Jove! if she were to fall, we should be mashed. 
brain a rest. Second Voce from below. I wm mashed already. my boy without her falling 


Portrait of a sub-deputv-assistant-under-keeper giving his 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


ed 


THE Eminent quite agrecs with the editor of a woman's journal. 
Wao recently remorked that toe emmncipation of wormen will bever 
be complete 
till “wo- 
man ds pres 
pored towive 
up the dys. 
peptic bun 
and the une 
wholesome 
tea, In A. 
SLOPER's 
opinion, this 


be: and to 
him it isa 
matter for 
rejoicing 
rather than 
regret, — for 
the Old Man 
is not an ad- 
mirer of the 
E mance ipa- 
ted Woman, 
She is gener- 
ally a tall, 
stern, lean, 
and  emi- 
nhently un 
darlingly 
who. having failed sicnally in what the poet Lyttelton calls 

s varliest latest care, Their heart's supreme :mbition to be 
has fallen back upon Women’s Rights as a last resource and 
as an opportunity of airing her own private wrongs, 


** 
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ON Friday evening, October 16th, a mysterious form might have 
Deon seen staggering along the High Street, Poplar, This was no 
drunken reveller, but merely AL SLOPER, the Overworked and 
Kminent Litteratenr, on his wav tothe Queen's Palace of Varieties, 
in the eapacity of Music Hall Critic, Met on the threshold of the 
establishment by Messrs, Moand FP. Abrahams, and treated to one 
or two Jotions by the management. the Crumbling Editice was 
emebled to pull himself together sutticiently to enjoy one of the 
best evening's entertainments he had seen for many a long day. 
“Long live the Queen's "—(lée /). 


7 * 
* 


TH rapidity with which the fashion in woman's dress changes 
has always been a source of wonderment to the Ancient Fabric. 
No sooner has he, by dint of 
rigid economy, satisfactorily 
settled the exorbitant demands 
of Tootsie’s dressmaker — beg 
pardon, modiste — than high 
. or pleated bodices, or 
something or other (we're really 
not up in dressmaker lore) go 
out and gored: skirts, or other 
unearthly garments come 
in, sud then, of course, the 
newly paid for gown is east 
a as dowdy and old 
fashioned, and the Poor Qid 
Ruin has to deprive binned bat 
goodness knows how many 
xves of gin cold to purchase 
another, Trailing skirts } 
again become the thin; 
certuinly they are decidedly 
more graceful than short ones ; 
bat, then, they are always in 
danger of being trodden on by 
the clumsy male thing. The 
Eminent. therefore, who, un- 
fortunately, suffers from en- 
largement of the pedal extre- 
nities. looks upon the latest 
departure with disfavour, 

= 2 
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“FEYTHER,” suddenly blurted 
out the Blue Eyed Alexandry, 
over their two and mashed, the other night, “can you tell me why 
the letters A. E, 1. 0. U. resemble the Editor of 7ruth?” The 
Old Man pondered for a moment, and then gave it up. “ Because,” 
continued the Chicken, “they are vowels—don’t you see, Voules?” 
What cher, Horace? er 

s 


THE Pioneer of Purity has this day bestowed, with appropriate 
ceremony, the “Sloper Award of Merit” upon Mr. JACK ANGLE, 
because he understands the Noble Art. “It has often occurred to 
me, feyther,” mumbled the Cerulean Orbed Lightweight, “that 
if you were to take lessons from Jack, vou might find the hinstruc- 
tion imparted to vou very us-ful when chucked from the ‘Blue 
Viz’ on merely circumstantial hevidence.” That self-«ame night 
See Tle et fils were to be seen crawling through the archway of 
Furnival’s [on on their way to Jack’s chambers, 


= 
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WHATEVER carping crities may assert to the contrary, there can 
be no doubt of the excellence of the dramatized version of Farjeon's 
Grif at the Surrey The- 
atre,and Mr. Lestocy is 
to be congratulated on 
his success, Even the 
celebrated novelist him- 
self was moved to tears 
on witnessing a repre- 
sentation of the play; 
and if this was not sutti- 
cient testimony of the 
adapter’s ability, what 
would be?) Mr. George 
Conquest has done all 
in his power for the 
good of the piece, spar- 
ing neither pains nor 
money in its mount: 
ing, and engaging 
a splendid company 
for its representation, 
It will be surprising to 


ix not transferred to a 

West End theatre, 

where it will, if we mis- 

~take not, prove one of 

the successes of the day, 
* 


* 

THE Brewers’ Eshi- 
bition at the Agricul- 
tural Hall has Leen the 
source of much pleasure 
to the Eminent, as he 
has visited it daily and been returned home onashutter, dead drunk 
every night. The temperinee reformers, who, itis stated. are about 
to start acrusade in Bnelond, would do well to tackle Adm in the 
first instance. Let SLoPER be converted, and the country is almost 
conquered, 


will never | 


us if, before Jong, Grif 


| 


| so beloved of the heart of the 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THAT astute observer of men and manners, Max O'Rell, ina recent 
article in the Strand Magazine, has capitulated with the perfect 
grace of his nationality to the charms ot 
the belle Ameéricaine, “Not only,” says 
the popular lecturer, “is the American wo- 
man charming to look upon, but she can 
talk pretty freely with men upon subjects 
of so intellectual a character that, were 
she an Englishwoman, she would — be D 
looked upon as a bluestocking.” Maidens J fh 
of Albion, take this to heart, and endea- \ 
vour, When you can, to imi- e 
tate your American cousins 


celebrated author of “John 
Bull and His Island.” = 
7st 


* f7 

A very old favourite of f 
SLOPER's, and of the aa | 
lic’s, too, “Hood's Comic 
Annual,” has just made its appearance. 
The string of literary and arustic con- 
tributors would fill half a column if 
we were to give every name; suftice it 
to say that amongst the writers are 
Geo, R. Sims, Paul Meritt, Charles G, 
Leland, Weedon Grossmith, and Barry 
Pain who is making sucha stir at the 
present time, Amongst the artists we 
tind Gordon Thomson, Alfred Bryan, 
J. Bernard Partridge and M. Greiffen- 
hagen. “Hood's Comic — Annual 


for 1892" completely beats all) previous records. 


Of tnis, as 
Mr. Denny used to sing, “there is nu shadow of doubt—uo possibile 
doubt whatever.” ** 

* 


THE McNab informs us that in future the men of the Highland 

teviments are to be allowed seven yards of tartan for their kilts 

instead of five. Has MeDougall won over the War Oftice authori- 

ties, or is the extra allowance of cloth intended to increase the 

warmth, and not the length of the kilt?) We really don’t know. 
Ask us another, ee 
* 


THE Mohawk Minstrels, who are now doing splendid business at 
the Agricultural Phaull, well deserve all the success they obtain, for 
it would be difficult to find a better minstrel entertainment through- 
out England than that given by this excellent troop. The eccen- 
tricities of the whimsical Johnny Danvers are, perhaps, one of the 
most Conspicuous features of the entertainment, and special words 
of praise are due voth to Walter Howard and the genial interlocutor 
Marry Hunter. eite 

* 

Russtan hairdressers havea quicker method of fetching off hair 
than their English brethren, A Russian lady, well in the forties, 
and whose locks were 
of a silvery grey, 
yearned for a golden 
hue to be imparied to 
her hair, and for that 
purpose recently entered 
a fashionable hair- 
dresser’s in St. Peters- 
burg. The artist readily 
consented to carry out 
her wishes, and = com- 
menecd operations by 
rubbing into her head a 
mixture which caused 
her horrible pain, Not 
being satistied with the 
hairdresser’s explana- 
tion, that the pain was 
caused by the colour 
changing, the lady 
jumped to her feet, 
glanced in the mirror, 
and was aghast to tind 
her ringlets standing up 
in the air as stiff as 
pokers. To make mat- 
ters worse, at the 
slightest touch the hair 
came out in handfuls by 
the roots, and before half an hour had elapsed the lady was as bald 
asa bladder of lard. The Eminent’s warmest sympathies are with 
the Russian lady, and he cannot but wonder what would become of 
his own three solitary hairs in the hands of a ruthless Russian 
barber, 2 


THE anrual Exhibition of Cabinet Pictures, at Thomas M‘Lean's 
Gallery, is well worthy a visit. Dropinat 7 Haymarket, any time 
you're passing, and you'll thank us forthe hint. The Nineteenth 
Century Art Society have opened their doors and have been doing 
very big business indeed. It is a capital exhibition, and the walls 
contain an exceptional number of really good works, 

7. 
>. 

“© FEYTHER,” babbled the Blue Eved One, who had been a witness 
of Minting’s wonderful bicycle performance at the Aquarium, “ why 
don’t you knock the josser out of time by doing that ‘ere ascension 
trick on two bottles of ‘Unsweetened,’ with the contents of three 
bottles inside on yer?” Some time after this mournful bleatings 
were heard in the vicinity of the Aquarium, and a poor wretched 
boy was seen limping along the pavement in front of the building, 
muttering imprecations against fathers in general. 

=,° 

WE have now arrived at a season when boat races are of almost 
daily occurrence on the Thames and elsewhere. A glance at our 
newspapers will convince us 
of this fact. This being the 
ease, an idea has struck the 
Eminent — not) very hard, 
‘tis true, but with just sufli- 
cient force to make him 
astonished at his own clever- 
ness. “Why not,” says he, / 
“have boating clubs com- Pe 
posed solely of members of a 
the femi- 
ninesex/” 
It has 
often 
wrieved 
the Emi- 
nent to see 
how love- 
liness is 
prevented 
trom parti- Zo 
cipating 
in those 
amuse- 
ments 
which avs- 
sist in ma- 
king the 
male man thing's life worth living, and he thinks it his duty to 
launch forth a protest against this scifish monopoly. The time has 
now come for woman to assert herself and demand to share in the 
pleasures of man. Let her do su. She will have A, SLOPER’S 
assistance both in word and deed. 


(Saturday, Oc!ober 31, 1891, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 7th, 1591, 
a 

lst November, 1561.—This day a remarkable colloquy 
between Queen Blizabeth and Dean Newell, at St. Paul's Cathe: 
dral, is said to have originated the usage of inscribiny texts of 
Scripture in English in churches, Hogarth, in his print of the 
sleeping congregation, has satirized this custom by putting a 
tobacco pipe in the mouth of the angel who holds up the sero}! 
and illustrated the ignorauce of country art by giving three joints 
to one of his legs, 


2nd November, 1877.—This day died, aged 89 years, John 
Catthorp, of Stanhvoe Hall, Norfolk, who, by will. left to every 
cottage tenant on his estate one good winter great-coat, and vo 
every tenant's wife and every widowed cottage tenant, one good 
winter cloak and hood of scarlet or red, “ suchas were worn by the 
peasantry iu my early days.” 


Srd November, 1817.—This day a poor miserable little 
climbing boy got wedged in a narrow flue in Millbank Penitentiary, 
that he had been sent up to sweep; and after uttering the most 
piteous groans for two hours, was, by breaking into the due in 
different parts, taken out on the point of death. It was not ail 
1834 that a statute was passed regulating the trade. the apprentice- 
ship of children, construction of tlues, preventing calling “sweep ' 
in the streets, etc, 


4th November, 1787.—Edmund Kean, who was born this 
day, once, for a wager, engaged to occupy, on an appointed night, 
from 10 o'clock P.M. to 2 A.M., the chamber generally supposed to 
be the favourite haunt of a phantom in Oystermouth Castle—Kean 
to have the benefit of a fire and the inevitable bottle of wine, 
Towards midnight the apparition presented itself in the true 
orthodox attire of a white wrapper, ete., accompanied by the sound 
of clanking chains and a gong. Kean bounded forward, drawing 
a rapier hitherto concealed, upon which the ghost prudently took 
to his hee!s, but not without a delicate touch of the weapon, pro- 
ducing a roar, the supernatural part of the business ending witha 
rush to the rescue by the ghost’s accomplices. 


5th November, 1764.—Charles Churchill, the satirist, died 
this day. His epistle to Hogarth is supposed to have shortened 
the life of the eminent artist, whom he survived only ine days, 


6th November, 1879.—This day was re-married the Duchess 
of Grafton, at the age of twelve, to the Duke of Cleveland, the 
natural son of Charles II. Says Evelyn, “This sweetest, hone- 
fullest, most beautiful child, and most virtuous, too, was sacrificed 
toa boy that had been rudely bred.” 


7th November, 1724.—Seventeen Protestants were this day 
sentenced to be beheaded for rioting at Thorn, in Poland, and 
several others to have their right hands cut off for profaning the 
image of the Blessed Virgin in the previous July. 


IMPOSSIBLE! 
WHEN | first saw Maudie Pinktights 
From my comfortable stall, 

I concluded that her age was 
Twenty-one or two—that's all, 
But [ viewed her yet more closely, 
For I went behind the scenes ; 
Then I thought it must be twenty 

Years since she was in her teens, 
Once again I saw the charmer, 

When the pantomime was o’er, 
Minus all the stage apparel, 

She looked fifty-three, or four. 


But a mutual friend informs me, 
Though | can’t believe it true, 

For he says that Maudie’s age is 
Just exactly sixty-two. 


A SECRET SORROW. 

THE fair girl had noticed his iil-concealed agitation, and. a 
troubled anxious look hung over his face like a el d rachutist 
over a New River reservoir. Perhaps he had heard of the death of 
one who was near and dear, or it might be some great and terrible 
commercial disaster was impending—how could she tell?) But 
atter all, if to learn the truth, the full and dread truth, were to dash 
her dear maiden hopes to the pave, and scatter them like flakes of 
the fecund and exceedingly etat egg upon the countenance of the 
unwelcome barnstormer, were even that not better than to Jinger 
doubtingly on, conjuring up fresh shadows, raising insurmountable 
spectres? 

“ Henry—be candid—you are in torture 

“Tam, Emma, I am.” 

“Something has gone wrong in the city?” 

“No—no, the city’s right enough !” 

“Your bedridden uncle, surely nothing —?” 

“Oh, he's all gay!" 

“It is some hasty word of mine, some misconstrued —?” 

“Oh, no, it’s nothink that you've said !” 

“In heaven's name, then, tell me all!” 

“ Well, | will; the fact is, [im a-wearin’ an unwashed dannel—er— 
undershirt, an’ it does scrub that powerful—” ; 

But ere he could end his sentence the beauteous girl had fainted. 


” 


LOVE LAUGHS AT LOCKSMITHS. 

ROBERT SPADDICKS STORTY had the proud distinction of being 
known as the “ greatest toff ” within a one mile circle of che Vaus- 
hall Gas Works, and, with the innate modesty of one of high birth, he 
endeavoured to bear his superiority of rank with becoming difli- 
dence. Though he did not seck thus to be exalted, the lowly 
herd, by whom he was surrounded, forced their homage upon 
him. When the “speaker” of the Plumbago Lane Parliament—a 
body of freethinkers who discussed the nations rights and wrongs, 
pissed resolutions and forwarded them to their member at ‘West- 
minster—rose to address “his house,” he invariably coufmeuced, 
“Mr. Storty, my lords and gentlemen——” : 

But Love is the leveller, after all, and when Love, through his 
advertising agent, Cupid, got a golden shaft as long as a Café 

toyal stair-rod imbedded in that cardiac region, supposed to be 
the seat of the affections in the person of Robert Spaddick Storty, 
he became even as humble as the lowliest suitor. The lady's name 
was Emma—Emma Roach—a cognomen, or combination of sweet 
sounds that could not fail to suggest poetry, even to the most in- 
susceptible. Emma “dusted” colour on to wall paper for 3 
humble pittance, and as the colours adhered to her fingers and 
features, she was a source of constant surprise and speculation a3 
to what complexion she'd turn up iu on any particular evening— 
cobalt, blue, magneta, yellow chrome, arsenic green or pea butt. 

It was a proud night, indeed, that Robert declared his love in the 
Pimlico Palace of Varieties. When Emma breathed the consenting 
word, he squeezed her green bice fingers (it had been green bice 
that day), but he dared not kiss her in such a crowd, So he pined, 
and waited, And when it was over, and they stood outside, he still 
hesitated. His eyes penetrated hers, her hands were clasped in his 
—all this taking place by the cattle trough at the London end of 
Vauxhall Bridge Road. | One by one they had missed five tramears ; 
they were all “so public.” But still he paused and held her hands. 

“Emma!” he gasped, “I—love—you! Give me—I pray—one 
sweet consenting kiss !"" 

“Oh, Bob !—ow can I ‘ere?” ’ 

“ One kiss—one sacred kiss,” Robert was urging, when a hansom 
pulled up at the kerbstone. 2 r aes 

“Ere ve'r, captain, take mo—there’s no lamp in this one? P 

It was brutally matter of fact reason, But Robert “ took this one. 


‘ 


Saturday, October 31, 1891.) 
TO OUR HEIR APPARENT’S HEIR APPARENT, 


(Certain London Correspondents, etc., appear to be desperately unhappy 
because the Duke of Clarence (beg pardon—and Avomdale) dovs not get married.) 


O CLARENCE (or 
Vrince*Eddie’)! 
Come, hurry up! 
Get ready 
To join the good old 
Bendict-ine 
band, 

Cupid's wiles you 
long have par- 
ried, 

But now ‘tis time 
you married, 
And eased this grief | 
that’s going 
through the 

land, 


There are scores 
of ladies sigh- 
ing— 

Yea, Princesses for 
you dying ; 

Yet none seem e’er 
to capture your 
stern heart. 

If for we you really 
care now, 

Give heed unto our 
prayer now, 

And take your chance amid the marriage mart. 


For ‘tis time, O hanghty “ Collars,” 
You were one of Iymen’s scholars, 
And made some charmer naine the happy day. 
You've been tardy—but, however, | 
‘Tis better late than never ; 
So, hurry up! and marry while you may ! 


HARDLY A SUCCESS. 


IT was a source of deep and constant regret to Alicia Stubbins 
that George Henry Snagyletooth, the one man of all her long train 
of admirers to whom her little heart—the truest, purest heart that 
ever beat beneath a Venus unbreakable corset—went out, was, as 2 
social acquisition, a failure, Socially spenking, George Henry did 
nothing, absolutely nothing ; literally speaking, George Heury did 
everybody with whom he came in contact ; but that is an item. 

This lack of power to entertain, told much against George Henry's 
snit; at Jeast with Alicia’s parents, who were distinctly musical— 
their Wednesday evening “ At Homes” having the enviable reputa- 
tion of being the most select and enjoyable gatherings within a five 
mile radius of Clapham Junction, All Aticia’s brothers and sisters 
cither played. sang, 
or recited, Six year 
old little Wagner 
Beethoven Stubbins, 
the youngest, was 
quite a phenomenal 
pianist; Patti Neils- 
son and Jenny Lind 
Stubbins, aged re- 
spectively eleven and 
fourteen, were the 
proud possessors of 
the shrillest little 
trebles imaginable : 
Irving  Brandram’s 
elocution was con- 
sidered faultless ; anil 
Ottway Blenkinsopp 
played the cornet to 
the delight of him- 
self and the rage anid 
consternation of the 


neighbours. Even | 
Mrs. Stubbins occa- | 
sionally sang = and 
“understood it tho- 
roughly,” and her 


husband performed weird but masterly compositions of his own 
upon the violin; so you see the introduction of a man like George 
Henry into the domestic circle could not fail to meet with con- 
siderable opposition, Stubbins pérr, in particular, made himself 
exceedingly obnoxious, and intimated, in terms decidedly more 
forcible than artistic, that if that unmusical jackass Snaggletooth 
didn't make some effort to amuse, Alicia would obhge by giving 
him the “cold chuck ” and favouring a more gifted suitor. 

The fair girl was in despair, but her joy may be imagined when 
at their next “At Home” her lover boldly announced that he would 
give a conjuring entertainment. But after the wretched young 
man had burnt large holes in all the lace poekethandkerchiets 
he could borrow, had irretrievably ruined the silk hats of four of 
the male guests, torn three packs of cards, upset a bowl of gold 
fish over the carpet, broken three gold watches, nearly poisoned the 
entire assembly with “mystic coftee,’ and tied up Alicia's rich and 
elderly aunt so tightly, that it took twenty minutes to unloose her, 
they began to lose confidence. But when George Henry, in the 
pericrasnce of the Great Pistol Trick, accidentally shot Wagner 

Seethoven's right ear off, the indignant audience made for him in 
a body, and it was only by a desperate leap through the bow window 
that the wretched victim of ambition escaped with his life. 

Alicia is not married yet, but offers of 1,000 to 16 against George 
Henry find no takers. 


—_——_>—_—_—_— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 18.—CoNNIE ST. CLAIR, 

SERAPH and spirit, that 
Skim through the air, 

Sylphs who inherit that 
Shadow-land fair, 

Though with celestial 

Charms Heaven has blest ye all, 

Here's one who'll best ve ail— 
Connie St. Clair! 


Dresses splendiferous, 
Oruaments rare, 
Tresses auriferous, 
Other girls wear, 
Minus these various 
Adjuncts precarious, 
Fur as a fairy is 
Connie St. Clair! 


Still, mashing male, your 
Fondness forbear : 
Sneers will assail your 
Passionate prayer ; 
Naught will avail your 
Winsome and gay lure— | 
Marriage a failure | 
Deemeth St. Clair! 
—Eee 


TO THE POINT. 
“Wry is Cupid, the God of 
Love, always represented asa boy?” inquired young Sharpshins. 
“Tecause sense comes with age, my son,” returned his father, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


=~ 
THANET LopGe, PARK VILLAGE EAST, 
REGENTS PARK, N.W., Oct. 15th, 1891. 
Dear ALLY SLOPER.—I have to thank you for your * Award of 
Merit,” given me on the 10th of this month * because J gam posed the 
Nauteh Girl,’ and | only regret that | was absent from home when 


| you called at my house yesterday—more especially as a bottle of 


the old * Unsweetened would have been placed at your disposal 
for immediate consumption, However, better luck next time. 
With best regards to your “Illustrious” self, and the rest of the 
Family, believe me, yours composed-ly, EDWAKD SOLOMON, 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No, 85.—IHkE INVENTS A FLYING MACHINE, 
“DRINK with me, SLOPER!” said smiling Sir Drury : 
© Drink with me, SLOPER!” Sir Dagonet roared : 
“Drink with me, SLoPER!” quo’ Carte, ina fury : 

“Drink with me, SLOPER!” George Edwardes implored. 
“Drink with me, SLoPER!” cried W. S. Gilbert : 

But each of them stared an ineffable stare, 
As the Beerbarre!, biting a digital tilbert, 

Made answer, “ No time for such sprees can T spare ! 
Six-and-twenty long hours [aim labouring daily, 

Eight days in each week Lam toiling, | ween: 
For the weal of mankind Lam slowly, yet gaily, 

Inventing a marvellous Flying Machine!” 


That o'er tomes scientitic A, SLOPER's a moper 
Creation has known since Creation was young : 
His renown as “ ASTRONOMER, SAGE, HOROSCOPER,” 
A greater than Homer hath recently sung. 
Sut Creation was stunned, flabbergasted, astounded, 
Yea, knocked,—when it heard that the Publiean’s Sink 
Took in aught scientific such deep and unbounded 
Delight that it couldn't tind time for a drink, 
And inquiries, wide gaping and gasping in wonder, 
Inquired of the Wreck, “ What the deuce do you mean? 
You mysterious cuss, let us know how in thunder 
You're making your marvellous Flying Machine!” 


So SLOPER resolved to appease them by blowing 
The gatt on his game: and he took them with pride 
To the place where his myriad oploxees were going 
Through multiform tasks, with himself as their znide. 
There were artists a-drawing, aud screedists a-screeding 
Right humorous things both in verse and in prose : 
There were comps. busy comping, and proof-readers reading, 
And printers’ imps—each of them scratching his nose. 
But, if SLOPER'Ss inquirers had. erewhile, in wonder 
Been steeped, they were now mystimuddlified clean, 
And they howled, “You prodigious old fraud, what in thunder 


Have these things to do with a Flying Machine?” 


Then the Blitherer bellowed, “Odds death and destruction ! 
Your dulness, my friends, tills my soul with distress : 

Can't you see that ['m getting my world famed production, 
My rare ‘CHRISTMAS ILOLIDAYS,’ fit for the press?” 

“ But,” responded his hearers, “ you said you were making 
A Flying Machine!" “So fam! so fam!” 

Said the Edisonlicker, “Great pains Iam taking 
This work with most laughable matter to cram, 

And its fun will make readers so airy and light that, 
ly tlapping their arms, they'll be able, [ ween, 

Through the welkin to tly : so it’s perfectly right that 
My work should be famed as a Flying Machine!” 


THE RIVALS. 


WHEN the fair Elvira was seen winding her way towards the 
sandy plains of Ramstairs, it was Ricardo Pottsand William Jethro 
Jubb who, beyond all other purveyors of asinine exercise, rushed 
forward to gain her gracious patronage, thus giving evidence of an 
utter disregard for the feelings of their patient servants. For they 
were rivals for her favour, and it was a proud moment for young 
Ricardo — lightest and most active moke-impeller of them all— 
when, after some skilful manceuvring on his part, the fair one 
placed her well fitting beftine in his eager hand preparatory to being 
lifted into the capacious saddle, But the game was not yet won. 
Elvira was none of your delicate, ethereal beings whom the lightest 
zephyr might almost have blownaway,and three minutes after she 
had shown her preference for him, found Ricardo, the perspiration 
nouring off him, the veins of his forehead greatly distended, and 
is whole body quivering with the unwonted exertion ; but Elvira, 


till on terra firma, and seemingly no immediate prospect of her | 


leaving it. With a look of haughty contempt, she motioned the 
voor crestfallen fellow away, and signed to the previously slighted 
Villiam Jethro to approach with his steed. A smile of conscious 
ability flushed o'er the young Hercules’ manly face, as, taking 9 
firm hold of her foot, with one superhuman effort he lifted her into 
the air and deposited her—not on the saddle of the impatient and 
apprehensively expectant ass—but on the hard, cold, relentless 
ground on the other side of it, with a thud that was felt by all in 
the immediate vicinity. 

Ricardo Potts and William Jethro Jubb are rivals no longer; 
their spare time is spent in consoling cach other on the loss of the 
faithless Elvira, who has plumped her sweet substantial self, and 
her quite as sweet and almost as substantial fortune, on to the fortu- 
nate Armstrong Blavatsky Tabb, whose principal possession before 
his marriage was a strongly constructed and particularly roomy 
bath chair. 

Se 


TO AN INVALID WIFE. 


WELL mav your once light heart, dear, 
Be enshrouded oft in gloom, 

And the blinding teardrops start, dear, 
For vours is a cruel doom, 

Never ayain—as you say, dear— 
Will you leave this room alive ; 

But why—oh, why do you pray, dear, 
That your hour may soon arrive? 


You wrong yourself by the thought, dear, 
That your useless frame should die ; 
Much good by your life is wrought, dear, 
For, here as you helpless lie, 
You are acting the noble part, dear, 
Of making the bright sun shine 
In many a grief racked heart, dear, 
And, chiefest of all, iu mine ! 


Were you here in agony lain, dear, 
I, too. in my love, might pray 
For your death; but you're free from pain, dear, 
So stay with me, darling, stay ! 
And, if gloom in your heart grow rife, dear, 
If you eer, in my absence, pine, 
Reflect—recolleet—that your life, dear, 
Is the sine qui non of mine! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE Most DELICIOUS SWEETMEET—A true lover's tryst. 

THE metropolis is to have another “lung "—a pretty little park, 
ont Hornsey way. If we goon like this, London will have to be 
spelt Lunged'un. ; 

Toppy is all right until it gets you taken into custody. Of 
course, you ens-tody then, 

Not mentioned in the Census 
only one “man? more than Chester, 

Wty is your love deepest and sincerest if you love a woman for 
her wealth 2—HBecause it is then [-dollar-try, 


teturns— Manchester contains 
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SLOPER'S SELEC! LIBRARY. 
A TERRIBLE VENGEANCE. 


(A RoMANCE oF LoVE AND Money.) 
; CHAPTER I. 
‘TWAS evening. Inthe cosy cottage. where dwelt) Mary Sanith, 
the maideu whom we last saw in the shady dell, all was bright, 


c_ 


5 tabi 


Toasting his feet. 


The mellow glare of a paraffin lamp shed its radiance and aromatic 
fragrance over the room, The aged Mr. Smith, Mary's father, 
toasted his No. 15 feet in front of the tire, while Mary, on the oppo- 
| site side of the tireplace, darned a stocking like a varpet-hng, which 
evideatly belonged to the feet aforesaid. 
| While they were thus engaged, a knock was heard at the door, 
and the brawny individual, who had been hiding behind the tree 
in the shady dell, stalked into the apartment, 

The old man Smith weleomed him with a cheery smile. The 
brawny man was a leading inhabitant of the distriet. He had a 
store of pigs and cows, and was wealthy—lived in a handsome 
farmhouse, and was unmarried. His name was Jones, and he was 
so much respected that he was usually called Mr. Jones, Mary 
welcomed him shyly. 

“Mr. Smith,” said Mr, Jones, “I have come to sce vou about 
your daughter,” 

“My daughter! What 
about her?” said) old 
Smith. 

“LT want to marry her,’ 
said Jones, bluntly. 

= Marry her! Dearime! 
is this not somewhat 
sudden?” 

“Nota bit," said Jones, 
“There's no ase Jawd- 
ling over a matter of 
that sort. Ut have made 
up my mind,and | mean 
to carry the matter 
through.” 

“What 
Mary?” 
father. 

“fT do not know what 
to say, said Mary. coyly. 

“Look here,’ said 
Jones; “there is some 
sense in your head, | 
fancy. You might get a 
younger man, but you 
won't get one that will 
be better to you, You 
will be mistress of ail 
my money; you will 
have cows and servants, 
and whatever you care 
to have. There is none 

“I want to marry her.” of the poverty struck 

business over at my 

place. If you want a new bonnet, you'll just have to step over 
to order it, and no more about it.” 

“Tis a temping offer, Mary,” said the old man Smith, as he 
inwardly thought of the comfort it might be to his declining years 
if he had a son-in-law who was good for an occasional half- 
crown, 

Mary sighed as she calculated the advantages. 

“Don't hesitate—the offer is a goud one,” 
Jones, 

“Would you give mea sealskin jacket?” 

“Certainly ; anything you desire,” 

“TT do not love vou!” 

“Bah! thatll come all right in time, Do you agree?” 

© Yes, PIL be yours.” : 

“Bless vou, my children!" said old Smith; “you couldn't lend 
me such a thing asa half-crown, could you?” 

“To be sure.” said Jones: * there it is, Go off and get a drink.’ 

“Mary,” said Jones, as old Smith hobbled off towards the outer 
air, “1 was in the 
glen to-day and 
saw you with 
Robertson.” 

“Oh! George 
tobertson—him! 
He wanted me to 
marry him.” 

“Did he? And 
you——” 

“Oh! T said T 
would, just to get 
rid of him.” 

“You are to 
meet him to- 
night,at the east- 
most haystack.” 

“1 was to meet 
him, but IT was 
hot engaged to 
you then.” 

“My own!” 

“My ownest 
own!” 

“Yum!” 

“Yum!” 

“Excuse me 
one moment, 
dearest,” said 

Mary, sweetly, as 
| she glanced lov- 
ingly into the 
tender blue orbits of her I- 

© Where are you going?” 
at her, 

“Tam going to unfasten the doz.” said Marv. 

( Zu be continned neat week.) { 


do you say, 
asked her fond 


said the brawny 


“My own!” 


ver.“ T have forgotten something.” 
snid Jones, as he looked reproach fully 


——___ 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. E-STABL(E)-ISHED. 


De 


“When you are in Paris, my dear fellow, should you 
ever find yourself in want of ready oof, recollect’ that 
the equivalent for *my uncle’ is * ma tante.’” 


No, 227.-Mr. ISAac PITMAN, F.O.S. 


©The name of the aged and respected gentleman whose 
features are depicted above, is almost as much @ household word 
feis that of the illustrious sarant whose cognomen figures so 


prominently in the title of this journal, Our readers must not First Fair One. Well, you cannot deny that Mr, Brainless has a stable mind. 
suppose from the fact that beeanse our hero's front name is . i fi i . S 
that he as of Jewish extraction—the name is a good old Second Fair One. That's why he's such a doukey, | suppose, or otherwise. 


Sibhealone, aml was given him before it had become fashion- = Se re ee ay ee 

for people te bestow high sounding titles upon their ehild- A LUXURIOUS EXISTENCE. 
rene When there were no errand boys called Aubrey Montgomery, epee 
ined erossiat-sweepers rejoicing in the name of Gerald Plantage- ———- a ae 
het were unknown. Our here, as all the workl and his wife are vey oe 
aware, isthe inventor of the most popular system of stenography 
extant, and theasids of lucky shorthand clerks who are at 
present in receipt of princely stipends ranging from a pound to 
thirty shillings weekly, have reasons to be thankful to our hero 
for thas being, as at were, the founder of their fortunes, Mr, 
Hitman, although of a very advanced age, still retains that 
ability Which so distinguished him in the early part of his life, 
fo tell how many beans make five and solve other like compli- 
cated problems. Chietly because he has made shorthand what 
it is he was created ELO.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented te liu August 13th, 1887,"—Debrett Improved, 


EXPRESS HASTE. 

“Goodness gracious, Samuel! what are you getting out for ? 
We aint anywhere near the station yet, and, to alight in that 
Wnseemly fashion, lH spoil your Sunday cluthes, And what am L 
ty du about the tickets 7" 


(1). Mashiboy (to his friend the landscape painter), “Tard work, indeed! Why, { work, if you aren't up to all the dodges."——(4). “Rain gives us quite a nice little 
you don't know what is means! Tell you what it is, Fieldfare, T envy you Jolinnies rest,eh? Just a good excuse fora pipe or twe. This is where the lazy, luxurions 
your jolly, idle, luxurions lives. I'ma bit of an artist myself, and 1 shoull like to part comes in, you see."——(5). “Then here's a lunch tit for a prince. Bread andl 
have one of your nice lazy sort of days out of doors with you. What say you?” | cheese! What do you think of that? More luxury,eh? Pity the wet’s got to tt, 
“ Come by all means, vld boy,” said Field fare.— (2), Fieldfare (nert day). “ You see, | Dnt it’s all the more filling for that, isn’t it ?"——(6). Then it cleared up, and the 
it’s half the battle to get all your traps packed np small and light,so that you can | fine weather brought out the usual cheerful, inquisitive crowd of bumpkins, andl 
carry ‘em easy—-don't you see? Nice lazy work, aint it?” © Very." groaned poor | Maxhiboy felt that it was indeed the last straw which gave the camel the “lump,” 
Mashiboy.—(3). “ Well, yea, the wind is rather a drawback when you're doing fine | and realized at last that even a landscapist’s life is not all ninepins and “ pongelo.” 


A STANDING COMPLIMENT. 


BEST UNSAID. 


ig) HOVE UM 
7 an 


REVENGE. 
“TH teach him to eat’ me ‘all but the bones.” 


at 5 


“What do you think? Miss Thompson, who is thirty- 


OVER TAUGHT. 


Tommy (who has been carefully told what to say). Please, miss, | five, has just had an offer of marriage.” “Good gracious! : fs z : ae 1, ¢ 

will cat have the cxtreme pleasure of dancing the next dauce No. 18. 1 did you congratulate her?" “Yes; L said, * Whilst there's That's a promising boy of yonrs, You must take a back seat Shary 

atime. The girl who always tears her dress, | _ife there's hope,’ after that.” now, I reckon.” “Seat? I have to stand.” evide 
eee ee 

— ———— eee young 
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